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John Dolben, Eſq; Manager i in Chief againſt Dr. Sacheverell. 


wy W EE P, all you Schiſoratichs, ſince he is gone, 


That was your Hope, 1 and Cornet. Stone; 2 

| Republick Schemes no longet hand about; . | 
| For Death, in all your Shapes, will find you out. 

Cannot the M.-A--g- 1, then, reſt at Eaſe, 

But the grim Tyrant muſt diſturb their Peace? 

So Lennard trod the horrid Path before, 

Where Dolbey's gone, and ſo will many more. 

When the fierce King of Terrors gripes the Man, 


He finds his lov'd Refſtance is in vain; 


Paſſive· Obedience then he courts too late, 

For Death's Coercive Por has ſeal'd his Fate. 
Thus, who 'gainſt Right Divine moſt warmly ſtrive, 
Only for publick in e of Juſtice live; 

Till Providence, prepar'd to ſhew. her Pow'r, 

Cuts off the Boaſter in a thoughtleſs Hour: 

For, he that his firſt Principles do's quit, 

Seldom's permitted to tepent of it. 

A Churchmin's Son, that baſely can reſign, 

For the Mob's Pow'r, a Right he knows Divine, 
Can.never think to meet with a Reprieve 3 

For that wou d be a Crime in any Pow'r to give. 
His ſacred Sire wou d be aſham d to ſee | 
A Son of his contend gainſt Royalty; 


Much more to ſee him pull the Mitre down, 


And trample on the Honour of the Crown. 
From ſuch a Father, rarely is it known, 
Was cer Pr roduc'd ſo falſe and baſe a Son ; z 
e Church, his Brethren, and the Laws ; 
Falſe to his Friend, and falſe in ev'ry Cauſe. 


| Thetreach'rous Arts in Gaming firſt he lov'd, 
Which was in Indi2 afterwards improv'd ; 

From thence his Heathen: Politicks he drew, 

And into Chriſtian niodell'd them anew: 


Now for a St--ſm--n he was well equipp'd, . 
Of Honour, Conſcience, and Religion ſripp'd 3 


The Church, and Cburchmen, were a daily Jeſt, 


And his Diverſion Roaſting of a Prieſt - 
But the ſweet Sawce that moſt regald his Taſte; 


Was, a fat Penſion, that he gain at laſt. . 


Weep then, ye friendly Whigs, his ſudden Fall, 

But firſt repent, e er Death o ertake you all z 

Ere you the Fruits of Perſecution ſee, 

And All th' Effects of Paſſive Loyalty; 

E're all true Churchmen have addreſy'd the Throne, | 
And Duty from Diſloyalty be known, 

= Mitre fouriſhing beneath the Crown. | 
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£ 115 lies a Ani both of Church and Seite, © 


Who a om Neither did receive his Fete. 3 5 Kt ts 
out Both a mighty Pother, ; N 


5 Deal nic 4 him, in 4 Trice, Tike a falſe Brother, 


Nor gave. him Time to ſay, Forgive me, Mother 1, | 


Take Warning hence, all who the Church betray, 
Lf e your Conſcience you too dearly pay. ( - 


rated for John Baker at the Maki. in Par ee. 1 7 10 


